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With intense relief I now faced the world as a sculptor instead
of a lecturer. That public nightmare had, however, served a
purpose : the advertising efforts of Mr. Keedick added to my
accumulative publicity were of great assistance to my sculpture
career. Mr. Archer Huntingdon, a friend of my family's,
offered me an exhibition at the Numismatic Society's gallery,
owned by him. I had brought, besides my Soviet heads, a
great many others, which made the nucleus of a good
exhibit. At the same time Mr. Colin Agnew lent me a little flat
in Fifty-sixth street, belonging to the firm. I got to know
all my fellow artists: Paul Manship, Jo Davidson, Mrs.
Whitney, Hans Diedrich, Bob Chandler and heaps of others.
McEvoy also was in New York at that time and Harrington
Mann,
My Times articles introduced me into a journalistic and
literary milieu^ among them one who was destined to alter
my life for me. This was Herbert Swope, the foreign editor
of the New York World. A man of cyclonic personality and
energy with a capacity for work unrivalled even among New
Yorkers. He was like the leader of a great movement
perpetually in crisis! Why he did not drop down dead
from exhaustion I never could understand. But he still
survives!
In these two sets, the literary and the artistic, with their
overlapping into what was best, I mean most intelligent, of the
social set, I found all the friends I needed, and all the stimulus
for work. At my exhibition I sold a few things, and picked up
portrait orders. Jo Davidson lent me a couple of modelling
stands and some clay, and my sitters came to the little flat
where I worked facing two windows in a light that was not
unsatisfactory.
Among my sitters were two very delightful women. One was
Miss Laura Delano, more beautiful than any reputed beauty in
Europe. Refined, cultured and serene, she exhaled an atmo-
sphere that transformed sittings from work into relaxation.
That Laura Delano existed as a fact in New York suggests to

